ii                WITHIN THE GATES
Lighting your candle-petitions away to chalk-
coloured virgins and martyrs.
Racking your life for a hope of a cosy corner in
heaven:*
ALL THE CROWD TOGETHER:
Bellow, etc.
SOME OF THE CROWD:
Ye who in senates, 'n Parliaments talk, talk on
through the day 'n the night-time,
Talk, 'n still talk, 'n still talk, 'n talk on through
the hundreds of centuries passing
Till the wide ear of the wide world is deafen'd
with wisdom!
Bellow, etc.
SOME OF THE CROWD:
Ye who have prison'd your life in the black *n
the gaudy red gown of the law courts,
Or think that your breast is the glittering sky
when it's wearing the star of an order,
Ye who ply hammer 'n saw or toil on at a lathe
in a workshop:
ALL THE CROWD TOGETHER:
Bellow good-bye to the buggerin* lot 'n come
out
To bow down the head 'n bend down the knee
to the bee, the bird, 'n the blossom,
Bann'ring the breast of the earth with a wonder-
ful beauty!
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